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 “Si vous etes pris dans la reve de l'autre, vous etez foutu” (Gilles Deleuze)1 
 
Fantasy literature, even in the narrow sense of Tolkienesque, secondary-world Fantasy literature, is 
in an excellent position to explore and interrogate Deleuzeʼs notion of being trapped in the dream of 
the Other because, unconstrained by the demand for ʻreality’, it is situated so as to be able to 
explore this conception literally. Examples in which this peculiar notion of entrapment is staged are, 
indeed, easy to come by in Fantasy literature. We might, for example, think of Tiffany Aching being 
trapped in the dream of the Drones in Terry Pratchettʼs Discworld series, of Rilian being trapped in 
the dream of the Lady of the Green Kirtle in The Silver Chair in the Narnia series, or of Harry 
Potter himself being trapped in the dreams of the evil Lord Voldemort. It is so common, in fact, that 
one might say it is almost a Fantasy trope. 
 This trope, however, in which a character cannot determine what is ʻrealʼ and what is the 
ʻdreamʼ lacks both the properly uncanny and properly traumatic sense of the Deleuzian idea. In 
each of the cases mentioned above, the exploration is handicapped and neutered, I would argue, by 
the demands of the Fantasy second-world reality (the demand for the consistency of the secondary-
world metaphysic): While Tiffany, Rilian and Harry may question what is ʻreal’, the reader can  
never be in doubt that there is a ʻreality’ for the character to return to and this means that the event 
of reading cannot be uncannily disrupted through entry into this doubled/duplicitous space (as it 
might be, for instance, in Todorovian fantastic or even magic realist texts). And while Tiffany, 
Rilian and Harry are permitted to be traumatised by their entrapment, their inability to find a 
subjectivity that they can be sure is their own, there can be nothing traumatic for the reader in such 
instances. The distinction between ʻrealityʼ and ʻdreamingʼ in the diegetic reality of the Fantasy 
                                                 
1 Quoted in Slavoj Žižek, Violence, London, 2008, 48 
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space must be maintained so that, while the character is entitled to be unsure as to their subjective 
experience, the reader must watch unperturbed from a safe distance – there can be no fantastic 
drawing of us into moments of (Todorovian) indecision. 
 The lack of uncanniness at such moments, the lack of trauma, of disturbance may lead us to 
recall Rosemary Jacksonʼs criticism of secondary-world Fantasy literature as being safe, a literature 
of conservatism, repression and orthodoxy
2, or Kathryn Humeʼs criticism of it as a literature of 
mere “comforting illusions”3. From the perspective of Jackson or Hume, the trope of entrapment in 
the dream of the Other might be thought of as a mere rhetorical gesture, the gesture of a genre of 
literature incapable of anything more. Exceptionally, though, I think that Fantasy literature can go 
beyond the rhetorical gesture described above to show that these critics are maybe guilty of taking 
some (academically) safe and comforting positions of their own. Here we turn to China Miévilleʼs 
Perdido Street Station (2000), a text daring enough to embody and enact the full weight of the 
Deleuzian notion. “If youʼre trapped in the dream of the Other, youʼre fucked”: Miévilleʼs 
distinction, as we shall see, is that he allows representation and replication of such entrapment to 
slide into its simulation, sliding as it does the reader into the uncanny position of the Deluzian 
ʻyouʼreʼ. 
 
Leaving the particular intersection of Perdido Street Station and Deleuzeʼs fine aphorism in 
suspense for the moment, let us say in general that Miévilleʼs fascination with dreaming means that 
this text does not merely gesture towards the dream but explicitly and aggressively foregrounds it, 
to the extent that even the most inept and unreceptive of readers will understand its place as a 
powerful motif in the text. Perdido Street Station, indeed, presents a succession, an over-abundance 
of dreams, dreamers and dream-works that seek to constantly probe and interrogate the substance 
and meaning of dreams. 
                                                 
2 Rosemary Jackson, Fantasy: The Literature of Subversion, New York, 1981, 155 
3 Kathryn Hume, Fantasy and Mimesis: Responses to Reality in Western Literature, New York, 1984, 81 
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 Think (first) of the unearthly Weaver, the enormous, aesthete spider, who is linked to 
dreaming by his unfathomable speaking in “dream poetics”4. The “incomprehensible and dreamlike 
proclamations”5 mean that to converse with the Weaver is to have “a dialogue with the sleeping”6: 
 
THE WEFT OF THREADS SURROUND ABOUND ABOUT YOUR TOTTERING TITTERING 
 CARCASSES YOU TUG AND SHRUG UNRAVEL AND REKNIT YOU TRIUMVIRATE OF 
POWER ENCASED IN THE BLUE-CLAD BRISTLING WITH SPARKING FLINT BLACK 
POWDER IRON YOU STILLPOINT THREE HAVE CAUGHT HANGNAIL-SOULS ON THE 
FABRIC SNAGS THE FIVE WINGED RIPPERS RENDING UNWIND SYNAPSE AFTER 
GANGLION SPIRIT SUCK ON MINDFIBRES...
7
 
 
The Weaver moves in a “metareal” dimension, at “obscure angles to reality”8 across the “intricate 
knot of metaphysical substance” that is its web, the worldweb, a Platonic space of infinite 
possibility and terrible beauty. This is a dream-place of such “enormity of possible spaces” that the 
liminal mind cannot contain what is encountered, being left with only a sense of the blurred edges 
between “experience... dream and... memory”9. And if the Weaver moves in a meta-real, dream-like 
dimension, so too does it think at an unfathomably obscure angle to reality, a Coleridgean fusing of 
dream and reality: 
 
For the Weaver, dreams and consciousness were one. The Weaver dreamed of being conscious and its 
consciousness was its dream, in an endless unfathomable stew of image and desire and cognition and 
emotion
10
. 
 
What if, we are impelled to ask, the Weaver slept? And what if, in its sleep, it dreamed? And what if, 
in its dream, it went to the world and there plucked a strange and beautiful flower? And what if, 
when it awoke, it had that flower in its hand? Ah, what then? 
                                                 
4 China Miéville, Perdido Street Station, London, 2000, 405 
5 Miéville, Perdido Street Station, 768 
6 Miéville, Perdido Street Station, 705 
7 Ibid., 404-405 
8 Ibid., 488 
9 Ibid., 487 
10 Ibid., 769 
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 Think next of another of Miévilleʼs unfathomable creature-creations, the intricately violent 
slake-moths, which are also intimately linked to dreams. Not only are they libidinous creatures of 
pure (unconscious) desire, unstoppable, invasive, “nightmare conjunction[s] of limbs [and] 
protruding teeth”11, but the object of that desire is impossibly identical to its source: The limitless, 
unconscious desire that they body forth is the very desire to drink of the unconscious of the Other. 
Using “oneirochromatophor[ous]”12 wings to hypnotize victims by creating an “oneiric hold”13, the 
slake-moths draw the unconscious out of their victims, sucking them dry of their “hidden thoughts, 
guilty thoughts, anxieties, delights, dreams”14. The slake-moths desire what they are: Pure desire – 
they are Miévilleʼs symbols of an unconscious that knows no contradiction. 
 The caterpillar-suckling ʻmilkʼ of the slake-moths is, of course, also associated with dreams 
since it is harvested as the drug known as ʻdreamshitʼ to New Crobuzonites. A powerful oneirogenic 
deriving from the dreams of victims that have distilled in the slake mothsʼ innards, it surrenders the 
taker to the experience of literally dreaming the dream of the Other, an horrendous experience of 
anxiety and de-centrement that reduces the taker to “a boneless sac of mental effluent”15. When the 
moths excrete the ʻwasteʼ of the dreams they have drunk, as they do each night high in the skies 
above New Crobuzon, it rains down on the city as, to coin a phrase, nightmareshit, “a plague of 
nightmares” a sickness of the air, a “dream... pestilence” that makes the city rock and shiver in its 
“twisted night-trap”16, its “malign fur of bad dreams”17, its “pall of nightmare energy”18.  
 Isaac, of course, not only endures the plague of nightmares, but also directly experiences 
(and thus gives insight into) the horror of dreaming dreams that are not oneʼs own. In the 
extraordinary start to Chapter Sixteen, we find an Isaac subject and subjected to a nauseating 
hallucinogenic trip after he has been tricked into taking the drug. It is a simply terrifying ʻwetʼ 
                                                 
11 Ibid., 410 
12 Ibid., 456 
13 Ibid., 579 
14 Ibid., 457 
15 Ibid., 224 
16 Ibid., 423-424 
17 Ibid., 564 
18 Ibid., 583 
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dream. Caught in the “sluice” and “wash”, the “sloshing stuff” of the dream of the Other, the 
“whirlpool” and “current” of “dreamjuice”, of “psychic sluice”19, Isaac is de-centred in an oneiric 
logic of breaking waves, a dream that he has dreamed other peopleʼs dreams (a dream that is, of 
course, true), a de-centring captured as Miéville takes us into a first-person narration in which the 
narrating ʻIʼ, unfixed by referent or grammar, oscillates and flickers and refuses to settle, each ʻIʼ 
occurring as if at once: There is an ‘I’ that raises great spined arms, an ‘I’ that demands to be 
untouched, an ‘I’ that swims under dirty water, an ‘I’ that desires to be a steam-hammer20; an ‘I’ that 
rejoices, an ‘I’ that is proud, an ‘I’ that breathes, an ‘I’ that coughs: ‘Isaac’, reduced to an ‘I’-‘sac’, 
is simply unable to fathom if the Other whose dream he dreamed was him, or if the Other was 
actually dreaming him. 
 One is tempted to say that the opening of Chapter Sixteen is the closest that Fantasy can 
come to the dream-délire of the Rousselian Republic of Dreams (to co-opt Mark Fordʼs phrase), an 
automatic poetry of alarmingly accelerated transitions. Yet, here, we jump the gun a little since it is 
apparent that Miévilleʼs foregrounding of dreams in Perdido Street Station is most certainly not 
confined to the level of representation. The berserk enjambment employed by Miéville in order to 
capture the logic of Isaacʼs nightmare-that-is-not-his is but a brief taster, in fact, of Miévilleʼs 
penchant for experimentally replicating dream content in the very form of his text. Dreaming, we 
may go as far as to say, is written into the very substance of the novel in a variety of ways that are 
joyful and alienating or, at least, perverse. 
 The dream point of view is (first) replicated in Perdido Street Station in its dream-evocative 
(cinematic) style of movement. Do we not seem to be constantly afoot in the streets of New 
Crobuzon, companion to Miévilleʼs roving eye? With Isaac on his way to Brock Marsh21; with Lin 
on her way from Aspic Hole to Bonetown
22
; with Derkhan on her secret journey to Dog Fenn
23
; 
                                                 
19 Ibid., 223 
20 Ibid., 222 
21 Ibid., 29-31 
22 Ibid., 39-41 
23 Ibid., 155-159 
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with Isaac and Lin again as they take their ill-fated trip to Spatters
24
, and countless others... And 
each moving shot that unfolds the dreamscape city of Miévilleʼs cinematic eye surely summons up 
the ʻjourneyʼ dreams related in the Interpretation of Dreams25, the Freudian “theatre where... 
dreams are enacted”26, snap-shot images seguing into an elongated whole. Perhaps the apogee of 
Miévilleʼs art of movement comes at the very beginning of the novel. Look how, in the Prologue, 
we are first sliding upriver into the bowels of New Crobuzon on a barge, the unfolding of the hellish 
cityscape relayed through the eyes of the garuda
27
, Yagharek, who, like the reader, is a virgin, 
seeing the city for the first time. And look how the jar between the first-person perspective of the 
Prologue and the third-person perspective of the first Chapter is beautifully handled: The movement 
with Yagharek is transferred smoothly onto the movement of a basket on a cord as its trajectory is 
plotted from a window high up down into the street below. If Perdido Street Station is a novel of 
flow and Miéville master of the moving shot, then his understanding of when to make that moving 
shot pause is also a crucial component of his dream evocative style. For we cannot help but note 
that concomitant to our awareness of the dream-like cinematic roving of Miévilleʼs eye coming to a 
halt is an awareness that the jumbled images formed in the wake of this roving are enabled to 
condense and coalesce around this moment of cease. As Miéville stops the images catch up to form 
pregnant figures of oneiric over-determinacy. 
 The process (for instance) of moving through each separate image in the opening sequence 
(chimneys, factories, trains, walls, libraries, hospitals, tower-blocks, ships and pillars) seems to 
make them accrue, building each fraction into an extraordinary cluttered whole, pieced slowly 
together and named only in the final, dramatic line that brings the Prologue to a halt: “New 
Crobuzon”. While to follow the basket at the beginning of the first Chapter (to take another 
example) takes us to a series of points where the barrage of image accumulates as it is stopped. First, 
                                                 
24 Ibid., 173-176 
25 Think of the ʻshe is climbingʼ dream (see Sigmund Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams, Oxford, 1999, 260-261) or, perhaps, the 
ʻProfessor Bruckeʼs taskʼ dream (see Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams, 292-293). 
26 Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams, 349 
27 One of Miéville’s most imaginative creations, garuda (with, no doubt, a nod to the garuda birds of Indian mythology) are 
humanoids with the heads, wings and talons of birds-of-prey. 
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we go into a Bakhtinian bazaar on a street in New Crobuzon, a riotous jumble of foodstuffs: 
“Paprika and fresh tomato, hot oil and fish and cinnamon, cured meat banana and onions”28. We 
pause for a moment to savour the dense, jumbled chaos, the “blaring mess of goods, grease and 
tallymen”29 before returning to the basket at another heaving food stall. Laden with eggs, fruit, 
meat and vegetables and “buoyed upwards by noise”, we follow the basket once more on its 
“bobbing journey through the air”30 up into the window from which it had emerged, dragging the 
distillation of compacted images in its wake. 
 Yet, Miéville does not just evoke dream condensation as he roves through his spaces. Over-
determinacy and coagulation accrue as his eye roves across the disfigured surfaces of and in New 
Crobuzon. There is, of course, the “horrific kaleidoscop[e]” of the aptly named, Motley, an 
embodiment of the Freudian concept of the dream-condensed composite formation
31
 so pure that 
his description is worth providing in full: 
 
Scraps of skin and fur and feathers swung as he moved; tiny limbs clutched; eyes rolled 
 from obscure niches; antlers and protrusions of bone jutted precariously; feelers twitched and mouths 
glistened. Many-coloured skeins of skin collided. A cloven hoof thumped gently. […] Tides of flesh 
washed against each other in violent currents. Muscles tethered by alien tendons to alien bones 
worked together in uneasy truce, in slow, tense motion. Scales gleamed. Fins quivered. Wings 
fluttered brokenly. Insect claws folded and unfolded
32
. 
 
Motley is but one such figure of composite nightmare in Perdido Street Station. He is cousin to the 
“monstrous form” of the Hellkin ambassador, “a hyaenaʼs head. […] Breasts with gnashing teeth. 
Hooves and claws”33, the “unfathomable monstrosities” of Torque in the Cacotopic Stain, “the 
cockroach tree” or “herds of may what once have been human”34 and, above all, to the Remade, 
Miévilleʼs pick-and-mix people, each a mélange of misremembered human form. The Remade 
                                                 
28 Miéville, Perdido Street Station, 9 
29 Miéville, Perdido Street Station, 10 
30 Ibid., 10 
31 Freud, The Interpretation of Dreams, 244-248 
32 Miéville, Perdido Street Station, 52-53 
33 Miéville, Perdido Street Station, 341 
34 Ibid., 278 
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prostitutes in Spit Hearth are even called a “nightmare garden” – reinforcing our sense that they are 
humans reformulated, mis-formulated, in the factory of the night terrors: 
 
Naked bodies covered in breasts like plump scales; monstrous crablike torsos with nubile girlish legs 
at both ends; a woman who gazed at him with intelligent eyes above a second vulva, her mouth a 
vertical slit with moist labia, a meat-echo of the other vagina between her splayed legs. Two little 
boys gazing bewildered at the massive phalluses they sprouted. A hermaphrodite with many hands 
[…], prisons of blood and bone and sex35. 
 
 Linked to the insistence on condensational, oneiric logic in the novel is a feeling that 
everywhere in Perdido Street Station shape is erratic, unstable, in danger of meltdown. From the 
appalling “cryptic shape”36 of the slake-moths with their disjunct of “arms or legs or tentacles or 
tails,”37, their jags and spikes, their “catʼs-cradles of eerie... limbs”38, their “indistinct illogical 
features”39 to the wretched creature posing as a garuda in the Circus of Weird, put together as if by 
children with random nodes of tissue and feathers “of all shapes and sizes, jammed at random”40. 
Even the architecture, the very body of the city, one might say, is subject to flux and flow so that 
Perdido Street Station itself, the cankerous edifice at the heart of the city is erratic, unstable and in 
danger of dissolution, a place of “untrustworthy topography”41. And in its confusing passageways 
that “go on too long when looked at from one angle” yet which are “too stubby” from another42 we 
find surely an echo of the “strange tricks of cartography” of the Cacotopic Stain43  or the 
“subversive topography” of the slake-mothsʼ nest 44 . Condensation, distortion, mutation and 
metamorphosis: Form and shape are as constantly under attack in Perdido Street Station as they are 
in any dream-work. 
                                                 
35 Ibid., 416 
36 Ibid., 566 
37 Ibid., 308 
38 Ibid., 648 
39 Ibid., 584 
40 Ibid., 110 
41 Ibid., 751 
42 Ibid., 336 
43 Ibid., 280 
44 Ibid., 666 
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 Miéville is fascinated with the strange logic of dreams and dreaming. A logophile and a 
cinemaphile, he is enthralled by a space where linguistic play is endless and vision never stayed or 
staid. Drawing us into encounter after encounter with dreams and dreamers and the dream-work, 
Perdido Street Station endlessly takes us where word and image slide and merge, where identity 
dissolves. He directly suggests the affinity of the Fantasy space with dreaming. A place of desire 
and emotion and flux, a place where what one sees is everything, but in which nothing is as it seems, 
a place that has a language all of its own. Miéville also indirectly suggests that the unconscious is at 
the centre of not only the Fantasy text (as place where the monsters of his imagination are allowed 
to roam) but also the human mind itself (for what is left after the slake-moths have drunk the 
subjectʼs unconscious? Nothing but the empty husk of the vehicle for carrying dreams). Perdido 
Street Station, in other words, radically suggests that our identities are de-centred; we are Other to 
ourselves and, in a sense, our egos are nothing but the dreams of this Other that is our selves. Yet, 
for all this, for all Miévilleʼs lust to foreground and represent and replicate the dream, for all his 
willingness to suggest that there is some radical dimension to dreaming, can we really say that in 
the instances outlined above, the text goes beyond what we have criticized above as Fantasyʼs 
tendency to merely gesture rhetorically towards the dream? Miéville pushes hard, frantically 
gestures; but even where replicating dream vision, looking at things that are displaced or condensed 
as they might be in a dream, even where representing Isaacʼs horror at literally being trapped in 
anotherʼs dream, there is still no sense of trauma or uncanniness for reader or text. The diegetic 
space always holds; no mere anarchy is loosed upon the world – we must look elsewhere to find a 
sense that text or reader may be dreaming. 
 We have not though (of course) finished with Miévilleʼs text because, in Perdido Street 
Station, apart from the representation and replication of dreams that we have outlined above, there 
are also moments where the representation of the dream of Other segues directly into a simulation 
of this dream; that is, there are moments where the representation/replication of the dream state 
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becomes inseparable from being a traumatic, uncanny dream. It is in these moments, as we shall see 
below, that Perdido Street Station goes beyond a mere rhetorical gesture towards the dream-state 
and fully engages with the Deleuzian horror at being trapped in the dream of the Other. We turn 
here to something that does not, at first glance, appear to be linked to dreaming at all: The 
soliloquies of the bird-man, Yagharek, a garuda, within whose slices of first-person narration the 
novel coheres. 
 
Although the vast bulk of the novel is written in the third-person, Perdido Street Station is framed 
by interludes of first-person narration. Beginning and ending with Yagharekʼs thought-monologues, 
and returning insistently to them at the end of each section, the entire chamber of Perdido Street 
Station echoes with this voice. It is a voice impossible to silence; a voice whose obsessions so 
dominate the novel that Perdido Street Stationʼs central narrative plank cannot but come to be seen 
as Yagharekʼs dream of overcoming the loss of his wings (gelded in punishment for his heinous 
crimes) in order that he may fly again. 
 His dream to fly again – already we can sense the weight of this word. For Yagharekʼs 
monologues not only dwell obsessively on his dreams, but their mode of delivery also prompts us to 
think of how dreams are represented. Surges of consciousness, (anti-) reveries, solipsistic and 
improvised, self-centred bursts of sudden simple-clauses – the monologues are streams of words 
that cannot help but recall (and be a homage to) Freudʼs ʻIʼ-sutured representations of dream 
narratives in the Interpretation of Dreams (the second Freudian stylisation emulated in Miévilleʼs 
text). Freud’s “I am riding a grey horse […] I encounter a colleague […] I ride through the narrow 
space […] I turn round]”45 segues into Miévilleʼs “I walk as an intruder […] I live by darkness […] 
I emerge into streets […] I remember the desert winds […] My talons flex […] I walk bent double 
[…] I stop and look around […] I am changing […] I am not sure who I am”46, each writer 
                                                 
45 Ibid., 177 
46 Ibid., 71; 613 
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capturing an insistent ego struggling to register occupancy of the dream against the failed event of 
its own presence. 
The very organisational principle of Perdido Street Station, then, may be said to be a 
recurring sequence that is overtly about a dream (the dream to fly) in a language that conspicuously 
evokes a dream narrative. Yet, Yagharekʼs monologues, in fact, go far further into dream-
representation than a mere controlled evocation of Freud. 
 In entering Yagharek’s mind, the reader enters the mind of an Other (a truly alien Fantasy 
Other). This is a flickering, wavering place of modality, a place that is nearly unreal, where, for 
example, “experience becomes a dream and then a memory”47. In these ʻdreamsʼ, there is a 
dubiousness that renders the wall between ʻinner’ (Yagharek’s mind) and ʻouterʼ (the ʻreal’ of New 
Crobuzon) extremely thin. It might be said, in fact, that this is an Other who is not sure if he is 
dreaming New Crobuzon into existence or if he is an Other who is intruding on anOther’s dream of 
New Crobuzon. When he says, “I walk as an intruder in a solipsistic dream”48, we must not be 
afraid to take him literally. Is the Yagharek, we must ask, who appears in the third-person narrative 
of the ʻnovel properʼ the first-person Yagharekʼs fantasy/dream creation (a kind of spectral 
apparition or double)? Or, is the first-person Yagharek a kind of spectral apparition, intruding as he 
is on anOtherʼs dream of New Crobuzon? Is he dreaming or dreamed? Is he dreaming of dreaming 
to fly? Or is he dreamed as dreaming to fly? Uncertainty brings loss of definition; neither he nor the 
reader can be sure who he is. ‘I do not know who I am’ must be supplemented by: ‘And nor do we’. 
 It does not matter, in a sense, whether Yagharek is dreaming New Crobuzon into existence 
or whether he is intruding on anOther’s dream of New Crobuzon, because both possibilities capture 
the disturbing sense of the Deleuzian notion in the sense that each opens up a gap in Yagharek 
between, what Lacan calls, the thing and itself. If Yagharek is dreaming New Crobuzon into 
existence then we can read the Yagharek who appears in the third-person narrative of the ʻnovel 
                                                 
47 Ibid., 487 
48 Ibid., 72 
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properʼ as the first-person Yagharekʼs fantasy creation (a kind of spectral apparition or double) (a 
that-itself which is caught in the first-person Yagharekʼs dream). If, on the other hand, we read 
Yagharek as intruding on another Otherʼs dream of New Crobuzon, then we can say that he, the 
first-person Yagharek, is the spectral apparition (a me-myself who is caught). Either reading (if we 
take them seriously) opens up a gap between the Yagharek enunciated and Yagharekʼs position of 
enunciation: As he speaks from where he is not, his subjectivity is directly put in question.  
 There is, of course, great trauma here. The gap opened up is, in Lacanian terms, the gap 
where the traumatic Real resides. No wonder, then, that Yagharekʼs reveries are so agonized, 
something not of this earth; as if some awful composite of grief has broken through from an 
uncanny world
49. We use the word ʻuncannyʼ deliberately, of course, it is exactly the right word, for 
this traumatised creature is deeply, unsettlingly uncanny in the sense that his strangeness to himself, 
his oscillation of self, means that he is a kind of double of himself. Does not Yagharekʼs strange 
discourse leave us asking if he is some kind of ghost, for is there not a kind of silence when he 
ʻspeaksʼ? His words just seem a strange recurrence of words that were un-thought of at all. 
 The text of Perdido Street Station is, however, ultimately no barrier to the dream-excesses it 
generates through Yagharek. And here we reach the crux of our argument as we say that, far from 
merely representing/replicating the trauma of loss of subjectivity and the uncanniness of dreaming 
(the Otherʼs dream), the text slides uncontrollably (well beyond Miévilleʼs control) into a 
simulation of dreaming. For the suggestion that Yagharek is trapped in the dream of the Other must 
lead directly to the suggestion that so too is the reader trapped in anOtherʼs dream. Is he dreaming 
or dreamed? Is he fantasising or fantasised? The ambiguity of Yagharekʼs position, its oscillation 
between active and passive, inexorably draws our attention towards the subject and object of 
imaginative acts. Is Yagharek ʻthe authorʼ of the dream/fantasy (and the author of ‘Perdido Street 
Station’ itself), or is he authored by it? If the former, then he occupies the same position as Miéville: 
                                                 
49 We (almost) plagiarise Cormac McCarthy here (see Cormac McCarthy, “The Crossing” in The Border Trilogy, London, 2002, 379). 
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An author of a dream-fantasy
50; if the latter (and he says, “I walk as an intruder in a solipsistic 
dream”51), then we are forced to directly confront exactly whose dream he walks intrusively within. 
And the naïve answer must, of course (again), be Miévilleʼs; he is trapped in the dream of this 
author-God Other. Either way, Yagharekʼs position must lead us to consider the text as an allegory 
of itself (or, more accurately, in Žižekian terms, a text whose diegetic content is “conceived as an 
allegory of its own immanent process of enunciation”52). Yagharekʼs position oscillates between 
being an allegory of Miévilleʼs (the ʻauthorʼ of a fantasy-dream) and, crucially, of being an allegory 
of a reader of Miévilleʼs book (a ʻreaderʼ present in Miévilleʼs fantasy/dream). We say ʻcrucialʼ 
because this allegory allows us to be present as spectators to our own reading of the text. 
Consciousness of the allegory allows the readerʼs position in that allegory to emerge. There is not 
only an uncanny doubling of the text (the text and the allegory of text that haunts its contours) but 
an uncanny doubling of the reader. The reader becomes the spectator of herself as a consumer of a 
ʻdreamʼ that is not her own and, more traumatically, the spectator of herself as a product of the 
dream of anOther – for is not a ʻnewʼ reader created in every act of reading; a new subject produced 
in every act of dreaming? In other words, Perdido Street Station plunges the reader into the position 
of the Deluzian ʻyouʼreʼ, directly, uncannily, traumatically able to experience her very subjectivity 
as being put in question, directly able to experience reading from a place where she is not. 
 We cannot, however, be made to experience the text as an allegory of itself without ʻwaking 
upʼ from the dream of the Other. We mean that in every moment in which we sense that Yagharek 
has usurped Miéville and begun (allegorically) writing ʻPerdido Street Stationʼ, or in which we 
sense that Yagharek is an analogue of the reader of Miévilleʼs, both of which mean that Miéville is 
written into being, or, at least, into visibility, every moment in which we sense that the novel is 
overlaid by the haunting contours of its own allegory, every moment, that is, in which we sense that 
                                                 
50 It is telling, indeed, that, in the Freudian account, artistic creation is akin to day-dreaming (see Sigmund Freud, “Creative Writers 
and Day-dreaming”, in Spector Person, Ethel, Fonagy, Peter, Figueira, Servulo Augusto (eds) On Freud’s Creative Writers and 
Day-dreaming, London, 2013). 
51 Miéville, Perdido Street Station, 72 
52 Slavoj Žižek, For they Know not what they Do: Enjoyment as a Political Factor, London, 2008, 19 
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the reality of the text has become inseparable from its fiction, every such moment is a meta-fictional 
moment in which the text exposes its own formal workings. The meta-fiction exposes the fantasy of 
Miévilleʼs Fantasy/dream: They are moments in which the illusion of the reality of the fictional 
space dissolves and in which we must ʻwake upʼ. Yet, our ʻwaking upʼ actually leads to 
uncanniness/trauma of a different order. 
 Although we are awakened from the ʻdreamʼ as the meta-fictional elements suspend the 
illusion of the Fantasy ʻrealityʼ, the text, by contrast, becomes uncanny/traumatised because it must 
go on dreaming. It is unable to wake up, trapped in the dream of being a Fantasy text (it does not, 
after all, stop being a Fantasy text just because its formal workings have been exposed). Uncannily, 
Perdido Street Station is no longer a Fantasy text but is more like an oscillation between a Fantasy 
text and a fantastic text (in the Todorovian sense); the one an uncertainly flickering ghost of the 
other, a Fantasy that is both substantial and non-existent. And does not the text inflict trauma on 
itself? In the sense that it is wounded beyond repair – the reader can no longer accept it as Fantasy 
even though it continues to dream that it is. The subjectivity of the text itself is put in question; that 
is, it commits suicide without full knowledge that it has been replaced by its own phantasmal 
double. 
 Perdido Street Station, in short, flatly refutes the suggestion that ʻFantasyʼ is far too 
conservative, too safe, too repressed to be capable of approaching a radical gesture. It is deeply 
disconcerting in its radical bodying forth of Deleuzeʼs notion and thoroughly troubling in its 
incitement to en-trance its reader. “If youʼre trapped in the dream of the Other, youʼre fucked” – 
Perdido Street Station is a minatory invitation to the strange recurrence of dreaming. 
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